smitten by his own gleaming image reflected everywhere. 8 9
It goes on thus, century upon century swallowed like
cough-drops, a poen> an heraldic poem, as my friend
Durrell would say. While the magic is on the lesser men,
the initiates, the Druids of the Peloponnesus, prepare the
tombs of the gods, hide them away in the soft flanks of
the hillocks and hummocks. The gods will depart one
day, as mysteriously as they came, leaving behind the
human-like shell which deceives the unbelieving,'the
poor in spirit, the timid souls who have turned the earth
into a furnace and a factory.
We have just come up from the slippery .staircase, Kat-
simbalis and I. We have not descended it, only peered
down with lighted matches. The heavy roof is buckling
with the weight of time. To breathe too heavily is enough
to pull the world down over our ears. Katsimbalis was for
crawling down on ail fours, on his belly if needs be. He
has been in many a tight spot before; he has played the
mole on the Balkan front*, has wormed his *vay through
mud and blood, has danced like a madman from fear and
frenzy, killed all in sight including his own men, has
been blown skyward clinging- to a tree, has had his brain
concussed, his rear blunderbussed, his arms hanging in
shreds, his face blackened with powder, his bones and
sinews wrenched and unsocketed. He is telling me it all
over again £s we stand midway to earth and sky, the lintel
sagging more and more, the "matches giving out "We
don't want to miss this,?> he pleads. But I refuse to go back- •
down into, that slimy well of horrors. Not if there were a
pot of gold to be filched ^ould I make the descent. I want
to see the sky, the big birds, the short grass, the waves of
blinding light, the swamp mist rising over the plain.

